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realities of the soul. For if the soul lives in its own right,
having a core of active being, it lives by an ideal. There
is no escaping the fact of the Kingdom of Heaven which
is within you, because it is the condition of the souPs
vitality. Once begin to make choice between a worse
and a better, and you are inevitably bound to recognize
its validity; and to live without making the choice,
whatever the intellect may tell us, is not life at all. Life,
as we know it, cannot bar the gate against the ideal.
If it is a dream, it is a dream we live by, and a dream
we live by is more real than a reality we ignore.

But if this opposition of the ideal and the real is one
of the great essential themes of poetry, it is also one
which yields most to the impress of the poet's personality.
Between the one pole of a complete belief in the existence
of a kingdom of eternal beauty and imperishable per-
fection, and the other of an unfaltering recognition that
these beatitudes exist in and for the soul alone, are
infinite possibilities of faith and doubt, inexhaustible
opportunities for the creative activity of art. For, apart
from the precise mixture of certainty and hesitation in
the poet's mind, one of the sovereign gestures of art is
to make the ideal real, and to project a dim personal
awareness on to a structure of definite inventions. The
sense that we are exiled from our own country, that our
rightful heritage has been usurped from us, we know
not how, may impel one poet to create his kingdom in
words and name it with names, people it with fit in-
habitants, and another to record the bare fact of his
consciousness as a homeless wanderer.

Mr. de la Mare is a poet of the great theme who is
distinguished chiefly by his faculty of pressing invention
and fancy to the service of his need. He has named his
other kingdom with many names; it is Arabia,